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MISCELLANEOUS.LITTLE BETH.

1

f A litl lt IO AN.

Out of the silence rnke rue a miiijt,
Beauciful, sad aud ooft and low ;

Lei the louelittt initio Hound aioii
And ing exch note wi'h a wail of woe,

Dim and drear
A hopv's la-- 1 tear.

Out of the kileni eg m ike me a hymn.
W hoke sound are shadow soft and dim.

Out of the stillness in your heart
A thousand Ming are ec ping there-Ma- ke

til but one, thou chil i of art.
The song of a bo;- - in a la- -t d

Dark and low,
A chant of woe,

Out of the stillnesi, tone by tone.
Soft as a snow (lake, w lid a' a iiu.-ui- .

Out of the darknesse tl ih tnr n oitX'.
Brightly da t k and iUi kl t t ij: lit ;

Let it sweep a a lone star wcrp. abing
The mystical shadows of the night,

Sing it sw eet.
Where nothing is drear, or d irk , or dim,
And earth-song- s melt into lleaveii'it by inn.

NO SKCHF.T.

Tli little wavelets leaped to look.
Ihe fishes swam to see.

When floating in our little bout
My Jamie tirst ki d tue.

The roguish stars amain did wink
Aud tw inkle u th. ir nice.

While sidelong glances ca-- l the moon.
let Jamie he kissed ine.

Tho birds along the river bank
Did fly Irom tree to tree,

And woke thulr ideepy mate t' tell
That Jamie had kused me.

(Tli, Jamie, Jamie, moor our bark
And let us so mew here lice.

Where they can neither .) n,r tell
The:i, ilear. st, I U kiss thee.

'I'lir 'I'hrt'iileiM-- d Veto.

The silver bill Is set for the pct-U- I order
in the Senate lor Toe-da- y, him!
we shall, therefore, mi.hi know its 'latent
that body. Th" Indie tt ions strongly lavorUs oarage, but as it i nw jj,. riert.lv con-
sidered that it Will b vetoed, it is of vital
ImiKirtanee that the Seuatu majority In fa-
vor of it shall bo two-third- s, k h is a two- -
thirds msjorlty 111 Ihe lloil-c- , an I xoinething
over, and if il can secure it siuol tr unjorttv
in the Senate, it will n. come a l.iw, Mr.
Hayes' veto notwithstanding. It isthoii-h- t
the Senate will strike out the Allison uinen

providing for the purchase bv tho
treasury, of silver bullion to ihe value of
not le-- s than 2 I MM wo. nor mote ihmit.-000,00- 0

per month, for coinage, ami p:i-- s Min
ISI.iud lull h iked as It came Irom tin- - llou-ic- .

This might as well be ilooe; for, sitice thcro
Is to be a llht bctwcni the people on ono
side and the creditor cl backed by Mr.
Hayes and Secretary Sherman. on the other,
it Is belter that the light, b.t lor the w holt
stake. The popular demand in tor the coin-
age of silver dollars without limit, and that
the mints tie set to work, at t In ir lull capa-
city, turning 1 id id out us fa- -t us pos,ib.
these dollar-'- , t he product, of our iw n mines,
to be a lull legal tender for all debts, of
whatever amount, public as well ns piivate,
the bonds of tint government as well us iho
noli' ot hand of individual, mid it is on
this broad issuo that, Him strugg'e had bel-
ter take place.

Mr. Hayes has assumed to defy the known
will of the people ou this impoi l int popular
question. Delias forgotten their rights to
plead the cause of the bond-hidde- r, under
the pretence of tho public credit us if tho
people of the United Mates, not the bond-
holders, were not I lie real interpreters and
custodians of the national honor, ft may
be that an executive whose, i ntranet Into
otlloo was n signal setting aside of the will
of his countrymen talis naturally into tho
habit of defying that will ou other popular
questions; or it may be that he has yielded
too readily to the influence of Secretary
Sherman, one of the authors of the demone-tizatio- u

fraud ol 1S73. Whatever the reason
foi" it inaw be, we have belore us the unfor-
tunate fact of aipiairel between Mr. Hayes
and the people. lie has seen 'It to opposo
hiinselt to the popular will as declared in
the recent elections and In the house of re-

presentatives, and become the champion of
the unjust demands of the national credit-
ors, lie gives the sanction ol bis hili
ollice to the insolent proposition that sever-
al hundred millions shull tie added to tho
debt burden of tbe people for the bepetH of
outlawed, and all oltligalious eon formed to
the gold standard, or that, It silver dollars
muut be coined for all other persons, tho
national bond-holde- rs be exempted from llni
general obligation or receiving the cheap
metal, and be allowed the exclusive privi-
lege of receiving gold. We think Mil,
Ha YKS lias miscalculated the convenm-i- - of
this business. There is more in il than bo
and his secretary of the treasury suspect.
It is not a mere 4ue.st.i011 ol coinage and
finance. 1 1 is a question of forcing our hon
orable aud exem plary rrillon to pay neoo
than it lalrly owes and It w ill outlive Mk.
HaVKS' threatened veto. A veto defeat will
only exa.sperutc It. The people are deter
mined to have nil tin ground covered bv tho
silver bill, and they w ill secure it, even if
they have to elect a congress expremly to
extort It from Mr. Ha yki' reluctant grasp.

It WuDli'l the loo Hum lie.

In the ladies' waiting room at the Cen-
tral Depot the other day, says the Detroit
Free Prttss, were a newly married couplo
from Grass Lake. They had been visit-
ing in the city two or three days, und
were then ready to go home. They sat
side by side, 1 course, his ni ni iiroim l

her waist and she leaning on his -- boulder.

A long w.iistt-- Hlrangcr from llm
East, having sore eyes and a big heart,
walked iu, saw theiii thus seated, and in
about a minute he asked id' the hus-
band :

"Has that woman there got the tooth-
ache T

The husband looked tip in Hiirprisc,
but made no answer. Alter two or thrco
minutes the long waisted man iignin re-

marked :

"If that woman has got the toothache)
I've got a bottle of peppermint in my
satchel here."

The bride rolled her big white tya
around, and the husband looked some-
what embarrassed. The man from dow n
East unlocked his satchel, (uuiblcd among
shirt and collars, and brought up four
ounces of peppermint essence. lln un-

corked it, touched the contents of thu
bottle against his big red tongue, and,
handing it forward toward the husband,
feelingly said :

"Just have her sop some on a rag an 1

rub her gooma with it. We've used it in
our family for

The bride's eyes threw out epsrks as
she lifted her head from its loving posi-
tion, and striking at the bottle tho
snarled out:

"Tuthache, you fule! If you don't
know tbe difference 'tween true love and
the tuthache you'd better pick grass with
the geese."

"My Lord!" gasped the man, and ho
hurried out, with his satchel in one hand
and the bottle in the other.

The Deadening; laflnence ol I ft-l- on.

It is among the children of light t m- -

tdoyment and unsettled life that we must
stony-heart-edne- not iu the

world of business; not among the poor,
crushed to the earth by privations an 1

sufferings. That hardens the character
but often leaves the heart soft. Jt you
wish to know what hollowness and
heartlessne-- s are, you must seek f ,r
them in the world of light, degant,
superficial fashion, where fiivclity
has turned the heart into a rock bed
of selfishness. Say what men will of
heartlessnesa of trade, it is nothing
compared with the heartlessnesa of f.. n.

Say what they will of tho athe-
ism of science, it is nothing tj t!, s

atheism of that round of pleu-ur- e i ;

which the heart lives dead whi.e i;
lives. F. W. I&oberstcn.

Ik order to save time anl ti-;- .'

young men should rememler t!.t It
plowing sand and sowing t? !t ! j '

to talk poetry to a girl who Ixj 1 i
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WE MEET OX CHRISTMAS DA V,

Tbe amber sky is glowing.
The leitless branches sway ;

Th! living breezes whisper.
"A year has passed away."

Farewell to sapphire splendor
Of summer-tinte- d ikies,

Aud scented winds low whimpers,
And ben ling flowers' replies.

I bear the joy-be'- ls ringing
So near, ho lir away

TU'i" happy mosage bringing,
"We meet on Chrisf.in a

And, though the world be cheerless,
And though ihe skies be gray,

For me the nir is golden
As any .summer's day.

Beneath the bronzing branches
Our la-- t farewell was said.

With golden sunlight glancing
Through leaves 01 golden red ;

Arc u"d n all the wonders
Ol Nat ire's slow decay;

But loud as cra-hin- g thunders
Our weleome rings to-da- y.

Although tie year is dying,
To me-- its death is lite,

An end of weary sighing.
And peace to weary strife;

While ever- - pulse, is thrilling,
Ami bounding to the sway

Of passion, madly ringing,
"We meet on Christmas day."

I know sweet eyes wi'l brighten,
And swiftest, blushes burn,

An I du.-k-y ) ashes darken
O'er !o iks lor which I yearn.

Of ad gill h.-ar- the. gladdest
Will meet inv own to say,

'Mv love and I who love her
Will meet, on Christinas day."

( 'hristmus, "77. Rita.

Maudie's Christmas.

Like some beautiful dream of the
poet's fancy she stood before the long,
mirror, arrayed in costly velvet that
swept the floor and draped her exquisite
form in long, waving folds.

The gleaming dark brown hair was
carelessly braided into a coronet upon
the queenly head, and amid its dark shad
ows there glistened a tiny star of glow-
ing diamond.').

With a careless hand she took the jew-
els Iron) the casket before her, and then,
with a dissatisfied look, she flung them
from her.

What did she care for diamonds?
They were nothing to her ; she could
afford to lling them away she, the bank-
er's wife, who counted his wealth by the
millions. Once, when she was poor and
friendless, she had longed for them ; but
now, wonnnlike, when doting husband
heaped them upon her with a lavish
hand, she cared no more for them than
as if they were so much glass.

At last her toilet was completed, and
with a glance of pride she gazed into the
lovely vision reflected in the glass before
her. She was beautiful and she knew
it. She had all a beautiful woman's love
for admiration, and it was a triumph to
her proud and foolish heart to know that
she was queen in the society in which
she moved. Wherever she went men
bowed down and worshipped her, and for
that ehe lived and Hiatal .me.

i Her .husband, her home, her child
J were naught ; she loved society and admi- -

ration more than her very soul, ami, like
i many a woman before her, she bowed to
, the fatal goddess and trampled on her

very heart.
J Tdiis very night Christmas eve it was

her husband had implored her to stay
I at home, if not for his sake, for Maudie's,
t who seemed ill and restless,

"No," said Arline coldly, with not a
; touch of love or sympithy i i her beauti-

ful eyes, "I have said I would go, and I
' shall;" and then she had turned carelessly
; toward the mirror to finish her toilet.
i "But Maudie is not well," he said ap
I peal i ugly.
I "Oh, pshaw! she is well enough ; it is
f only your imagination,"
I With a sigh he had turned away. This
beautiful woman had she no soul ? And

I then he paced the room with a troubled
look. At last the finishing touch was
added, and she stood before him trium-- '
pliant in her loveliness. She saw the

ilook upon his face. With a light touch
shelaid one jeweled hand upon his shoul-
der and looked up into his face, her eyas
glowing with a strange, questioning look
through their long lashes.

I It was her womau's spirit of coquetry
that caused her to do this; but he, be-

cause he was looking for every symbol of
: her soul, deemed it was her sympathy
jand love for him, and for a moment he
(dreamed that he was understood. The
f power of her beauty rushed over him
like a spell of olden days ; and the dark,

l uplifted eyes, with their strauge, dreamy
.look, thrilled him as they had so often
done before. With a low cry, half of

j joy and half of pain, he took her iu his
I arms and held her close. And she Has
I all his own this beautiful beiug whom
I society throned as its queen, and men
I bowed before as to a goddess. And
I yet her heart, her soul where were
I they?
I As the thought came again into his
I mind, he put her suddenly from .him,
i murmuring, "I am a fool, she is like all,

the rest."
I "What did you say?" said Arline in-- I

differently, who had caught the latter
I part of his faint whisper.
I "Nothing," he said, struck by the un-- I

sympathetic tone. Would she never uu-- f
derstand him would she never love as

I he iiad loved? Was their life always to
I be like this, and was the welfare of their
- child naught to her, that she could for--I
get it for the sake of society who loved

I her only for her beauty, her wealth and
her position. Had he married a beauti-- I

ful doll or a woman?
J With a sigh which she neither heard
I nor felt, he had gone from her leaving
5 her radiant and happy. Why should he
i grieve all women were alike, soulless
I and indifferent, should he expect her to

be any different? Why should he care
I so long as she seemed happy?

Arline was just putting on her gloves
when the maid came in with little two-year-o- ld

Maudie in her arms. When she
caught sight of her mother's dazzling
jewels and costly robe9, her delight knew
no bounds.

"Pitty mamma, I wanted to see 'oo,"
she said in her cuuniug way, putting up
her arms to Arline.

"Did you," said her mother, kissing
her carelessly, "well, here," and she flung
into the child's lap heaps of glittering

t things that children love to play with.
But Maudie was not satisfied. Mamma,
please hold me a little while, won't you,
mamma," and Maudie looked up with

I a hungry, longing look in her dark blue
eyes. Poor baby, she loved her pretty

I mamma, but with a child's quick instinct
she felt that mother did not love her as

j she should be loved. ,
"No, no, I must go now," Arline said

hurriedly, pressing a good night kiss upon
Maudie's face. .,,"'..:-'- .

Titty, mamma, don't go, please dos,'.

Vol. XLI. No

go" and the little voice sounded pit-- e

tusly, and the lips begin to quiver.
"Hold Maudie just a little to-nig-

won't you, mamma?' and again the
baby arras-wer- flung clingingly around
the mother's neck.

"Take her away," said Arline to the
girl, "I must go."

Poor blind mother, she did not see how
flushed the little face was nor how hot the
tiny hands were. Putting the arms from
her neck the glided from the room even
while the piteous voice resounded there.
She did not stop to see the tears stealing
down the little face, nor the imploring
arms extended toward her.

Too late Arline saw them. When the
Iip3 were cold and still and a merciful
God had hushed forever the pitiful cry
she heard and saw it all. When th
arms, she had carelesslv brushed away,
were stiff and cold then she would have
given all the years of her life to have
felt once more their clinging hold

The morning light was just faintly
dawning in the East, when Arline
stepped from the brilliantly lighted
halls of the gay mansion into the glom
of tue cold wiuter morning.

hen the carriage door closed, she
leaned back against the cushioned seat
and wearily shut her eyes. Some how
the vision of Maudie's hungry blue eyes
had haunted her amid all the triumph of
that fated evening. The music came to
her sad aud mournful, and in her ear
rang the cry, "Don't go, mamma, please
don t go. Amid the laughter and the
light and the gayety, she saw only the
wistful eyes with their sad, unchildlike
look.

And now amid the cold and gloom of
the dark morning she felt, with a strange
thrill, the baby arms around her neck
With a shiver she drew her wraps close
around tier. Mill she itlt their clasp,
and now with a strange undefinable shud
der, she sank further into the corner of
the carriage.

Ud, on sped tfie horses. At last the
door of her own home is reached. Her
husband opeus the door aud helps her
out. He looks anxiouslv at the pale face
uplifted to his, but attributes the pale-
ness only to fatigue.

With a languid step she reached the
steps. How strange "and silent every-
thing seems. The house is so cold and
so dark. The lights are all out the
servants must all be in bed. Her hus
band passes into the library to light his
cigar.

Up the step3 she drags her tired feet
at every step the pleading eyes of Maudie
meet her gaze, aud they are filled with
silent tears. The baby-arm- s cling to
:ier neck, the hands caress her face.

Past her own door, through the long,
dark halls she sweeps, her velvet robes
trailing with a strange, deadened sound
along the floor. How still the house is!
On she passes till she reaches the nur-
sery door. Here she stops and holds her
breath not a sound. She opens the
loor the maid is lying on a rug in front

of the fire, fast asleep. The fire is al
most out, ami the room looks cold and
dreary. Something, she cannot tell
what, seems pressing around her heart.
ler hands are growing cold. She drops

of! her shawls and wrap3 and looks
around where is Maudie ! Oh, here
she is fast asleep beneath the rose-c- ol

ored silken coverlet her dimpled hands
folded.

Stooping down to the tiny form, she
kisses the lips. Asleep ! with a mad
cry she starts back, thou o'.u.
Unccs beside the teJ- - TUe lips are icy
cold ; the hands are like marble. Too
late the mother's heart has caught the
awful truth. She is asleep yes, asleep
forever ! Moan after moan comes from
her colorless lips ; she does not cry out

she only kneels there iu silent agony
and makes no murmur. God has pun-
ished her, but through all that madden-
ing grief and pain she knows that God is
just. But oh! just 'to hear that pitiful
cry once more ; just to feel the tiny arms
around her neck. To the very ground
she would humble her beauty and her
pride if, for one moment, she could feel
the tender caresses of Maudie's loving
hands, or be able to lavish on her the
love her child's heart craved and died
for. But, no! Maudie's face gleamed
like an angel's through the gloom, and
from it now has fled the look of piteous
pleading. The lips no longer quiver
with their baby yearuiugs and disap-
pointment.

Lower falls the mother's head until at
last it drops upon. Maudie's golden hair.
One fair arm is thrown around the child's
head, and the mother's dark hair mingles
with her darling's sunny tresses. In her
tortured, grieving heart there is no lack
of love now.

The light of the Christmas dawn
steals into the room and silently falls
upon the two beautiful faces. The bells
which Maudie will never hear ring out
mournfully upon the chill, cold air and
sound the death knell unto the mother's
ears.

Softly the door opens, and the hus-
band and lather stands before them,
awed by that scene of death and beauty.

In his heart the grief and the pain
have entered, but in the mother's atti-
tude he recognizes the beauty and the
tenderness of her woman's heart. At
last he has found his wife's soul, and
even though it be bought through his
child's death, he knows that God has
deemed the sacrifice worthy.

Tis2 two beautiful heads are close to-

gether. The mother's dusky hair is
crowned with its star of light but he
sees it not ; he sees only the crown of
motherhood and beauty which God has
placed upon it.

"Arline 1" he clasps her slender form
in his tender arms and kneels beside her.
In that cry his heart goes forth to that
God who has taken Maudie's tender soul,
but left in its stead a mother's noble
heart.

A Brief Lre Story.

This is a Christmas love story as told
by the Utica Herald :

"Nellie Gregg, aged ten years, came
into the Herald cfSce and wanted to know
the price of printing a love story. When
asked to show the story she said it was
not written, but she could tell it. The
little one was given a seat, and told her
love story very prettily as follows : 'Now
my name is Nellie Gregg, an I want this
put in the Morning Herald, and sign my
name to it-- Now, I went to El Dorado
county, California, with my father a year
ago, and showed Edward Slater a picture
of a real nice girl. Now, he fell in, love
with the girl and commenced writing to
her, and Thursday of last week he came
on to Utica and married her, and he
never saw her before, and now he prom-
ises me a present and he" hasn't given it
to me yet, and don't you think he ought
to? That's all the story, and I told him
I would put it in the Morning Herald.'
As that was the shortest and best love
story we have heard for many a day, we
told Nellie we would publish it, and have
kept our word. Nellie is a bright little
girl, and evidently has been a good angel
to the Californinn. He has got his wife
and Nellie should have the promised pres-
ent without delay."

Two Dollars a Year.
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Ingenuity f Houihrra Women Ii
uinrwtic Matlrra.

Mrs. M. P. Htndy in Pnila lelphia Weekly
Times. J

Ingenuity kept pace with necessity,
and Confederate women fouud time and
means to mak many pretty trifles. Hub
bit, otter and muskrat skins, tanned at
home, were home-mad- e into sets of furs
which would not have done discredit to a
skilled furrier. Exquisite feather fans
were manufactured from white geese
feathers, and the famous feather flowers
ot the Brazilian nuns, aside from their
brilliant coloring, are scarcely more beau-
tiful than the snosv jsponicas woru by a
Confederate bride ; yet they were the
work of a lady friend. "I began to fear
I should tot get them done in time,"
wrote the giver, "My white Westpha-
lia geese went bathing in a mud puddle,
aud got themselves so dirty that they had
t be washed and penned up to dry be-

fore their feathers could be used."
French flowers were more than ecarce,
and nearly all bonuet trimings, as well
as the bonnets, were home-made- .

Straw flowers, straw cords and tassels,
ruches aud rosettes of ravelled silk these
were more common and less costly flian
well made feather flowers. Altogether
the women managed well enough ex-
cept with regard to their bonnets. In
total ignorance of the Parisian decree,
which with the rost of the world, had
reduced these to a mere idea, Ihey went
on steadily adding to the s'ze of theirs
until in lh05, when the barrier of their
armies gave way, they stood revealed in
veritable sky-scraper- high coal-scuttl- e

shaped bonnets, iu which their heads and
faces were buried. Iu truth, however,
their ingenuity was wonderful. They
made everything they wore gloves, hats
and shoes (cloth shoes to which the shoe-
maker added the soles), as well as other
articles usually of feminine manufacture.
Straw plaiting became a favorite industry.
dividing favor with knitting, since both
could be done by a dim light, and
artificial means of illnmiuatiou were scant
and feeble. The Southern pitch pino
yielded its torches in abundance, but its
flickering blaste, albeit bright aud pictur
esque, is fearfully try i tig to the eyesight.
Tallow candles were articles of luxury
which might be used in plenty only by
well to do farmers and wealthy conti ac
tors. Who invented the Confederate
candle, history will probably never tell
us; but from Virginia to lexas, it be
came a Southern institution, gladdening
the firesides of the Confederacy. I his
the caudle was u long rope of wax,
abjut the thickness ofau ordinary lead
pencil, wound on a wooden stand or frame

the Confederate candlestick. To make
the caudle, beeswax and resin (one part
of resin to eight of wax) were melted
together, and a long strand of candle
wick was drawn three times through the
mixture. Ihe rope was usually a long
one, as many hands as possible being
pressed into service for the work. When
finished, the caudle was wound upon the
candlestick like yarn upon a reel. The
end left freo was drawn through a strip
of tin nailed for the purpose on the top
of the candlestick. As the candle burned
away the waxen rope was unwouud,

.
stiil

f ii - .i it... i e i. I cloiiowiug out me simniiuue oi me reel oi
yarn, ihe light was dim but clear ami
steady, and near the cdle was sufficient
for All nnlb.- -,- ..drpose. 'J'b l -!--

candle required watching, aud It was un-

safe to leave it long wiih no one near.

Ill-idlin- I lie-- Tongue.

Perhaps we cannot practice a better
discipline than by bridling or gaining
control over our tongues. If any one
has a doubt as to the importance of this
discipline, let him road what St. James
says about it iu the third chapter of his

pistle. It is a terrible description of a
most deadly evil, and yet every word of
it is true. IN or is this all. Ihe evil
thing set forth is wide-tpre-ad, all but
universal. Sorao are more thoughtful
than others, but none among us are suf-
ficiently careful as to what we say or
when we say it. Ihe apostle tells us:

'It any man oneud not in word, the
sa'me is a perfect man, and able also t

bridle the whole body." This is strong
language, but it is true. Sell-cont- rol is
one of the highest attainments we can
ever reach. The mau who can so con
trol his impules, his passions, his feel
ings, his emotion i, as that they snail
never find untimely or improper expres
sion in word is as Christ-lik- e or perfect
as he can ever be in this world. Some-
times the excuse is made for evil speak-
ing that the person is thoughtless, that
he does not mean what he says. But is
thoughtlessness really any excuse" Doer
it not add to the offence? But however
this may be, christians ought not so t of
fend. They are as lights and witnesses
in the world. They are the Saviour's
representatives, and as such they should
seek to be as much like Him as possible.
Never should they forget that by their
inconsistencies they inflict upon the
cause of Christ the deepest wound it
ever receives, now awful tne thought
that by our words and acts we may be
come the stumbling blocks on which oth
ers may fall and be lost forever! God
forbid it I To guard against this, we
shall do well to improve by trying to
gain control over ourselves, and particu
larly over our tongues.

"All for i,ove."

From the Greenup (Ivy.) Independent
R. C. Hannahs and George Fanins,

special guards, arrived hire from Eliott
County on Tuesday, bound for Lexing
ton, whither they were conveying Wes
ley Ooseley, a lunatic. Until ten days
ago Ooseley had been sano, orderly and
quiet. Yet for a number of months a love
affair had been preying upon his mind so
vehemently that the light ot reason left
him, and he is now a maniac. We
were not able to find out the grounds
for the sudden outbreak of his insanity
or its nrst symptoms: but on r rid ay
night, after having been lying out in the
woods for some time, he, with a brother
(Geo. W.), entered J. R. Boggs house,
drove out the inmates, and the two then
fortified themselves in the upper part of
tbe house, the stairs to which were mis-

sing when help arrived to dispel tbe
two; it was, therefore, rather uphill
work, until finally Wesley's hair protrud-
ed from a hole in the upper floor, which
was promptly seized by the parties below,
but Geo. W., struck at the hand of the
wool gatherer with a bed-po- st with such
force that this party, maddend with pain,
seized a large rock and threw it at Geo.
W., whom it missed, striking Wesley so
fearfully that he remained senseless for
ten minutes. This enabled the par-
ties below to master the Oosleys, when
G. W. proved to be but slightly deranged
and was turned loose, while an examin
ing court, held at Martinburg Monday,
declared Wesley a lunatic, and directed
him to be sent to the asylum. Wesley
is twenty-si- x years old and was quite a
lamentable spectacle, with his arms and
feet tied with ropes, his head bandaged
and his mind gone all for love, poor
fellow.

father, and, crazed by drink and tie
I taunt of his baby's fear of him, he struck
her a terrible blow with his brawny nst
on the tender little cheek that the poor
mother was bathing with her pitying
tears.

"Oh, my baby, my poor little biby!
Does it hurt so bad, my precious little
lamb?"' moa'ied the heart-broke- n moth-
er, as, with a convulsive tremor, the
child sobbed and straightened itself in
her arras.

"It does not hurt her now, Betsy,;
nothing will ever hurt her any more.
Little Beth is dead."

Ah ! there are many sorrowful sights
in the world, oorrow is woman s ueru-ag- e.

Tears are the pearls she wears
and the keen pick ax of pain can

cut our hearts to the quick in many
places, but there is nothing so sorrowful,
nothing so pitiful in God's beautiful
world as the sight of a mother over ker
dead baby ; and no pang so full of quiv-
ering anguish as the nuother feels when
the coffin lid hides the little white face of
her darling from her longing eyes forev-
er. God help you, pxr mothers! Giid
be very tender and pitiful to you, and
God comfort you as He did, at the
last, comfort the mother of little Beth.

I could never remember how I per
suaded the poor woman to cease her fran
tic cry of "My baby, my poor little mur-
dered baby!" and lay the little one iu
my arm3. God helped me at first, and
then the arrival of neighbors awakened
that sensitive pride which dwells in the
heart of every true wife that no matter
what the fault of the husband may be,
prevents her speaking of it to others.

Do you think that bruised spot wui
be noticed ?" she whispered to me as 1

was washing aud dressing the little one
for the last time.

"No. Betsy, it will not be noticed," I
answered, thinking to myself she will
forgive him. . .... . mtrhe noor have no "best room. xne
mother of little Beth was put to bed by

kind hands, and the litle one robed m

her dainty Christmas dress, with little
feet that would dance no more at my

.i i
coming, encaseu in me preuy uiistuiaa
stockings, and little white hands folded
over her innocent bosom was laid in

her cradle beside her.
This was the first time that the dark

cloud of death had floated over the May
sky of my life. Since .hen the cloud has
hidden the blue from me tor many long,
long days, and I have lifted up eyes blind
with tears and cried out: mere is no
more sunlight ! But I shall never forget
mv first bereavement never forget that
first night watch with the dead.

Countrv DeoDie of the lower class
shrink from "sittiug up with dead folks,"
and three kind but superstitious women
who had assisted me in "laying out" the
baby was glad to retire to the kitchen and
gossip over their pot of coffee by the blaz-

ing kitchen fire.
Slowly the hours of Christmas Eve in

which I had expected to be so merry wore
away aud at last the hands of my watch
pointed to 2 o'clock. The sacred still-
ness of the room was broken only by the
chirp of a cricket, the cheerful little com-

panion of every couutry fire-plac- e. I had
just looked at the mother and found her
sleeping, had passed my hands caressing-
ly over the little dead body and thought
lovingly of the little life whose home it
had been, and was standing at the win-

dow watching the stars that the angels
had let out of the gates of heaven like

us at night, when the door that led Into
the next room was hurriedly opened and
Steve, with wild blood shot eyes and a
look of mingle 1 fear and stupor ou hi3
face, as though he bed just wakened
from some horrible dream, strode into the
room.

"What's up? Where's Betsy? Where's
Beth?"

"There," I answered, pointing to the
little white robed figure in the cradle;
"there, and you struck her while she was
dying."

"God forgive me for my cruelty !" The
groau with which the man ajswered me
as he staggered to the cradle will ring in
my ears until my dying day.

"Don't touch her, don't dare to touch
my baby ; I will kill you if you do !"
screamed the mother, springing from her
bed and grasping his hands as he knelt
by the cradle and attempted to raise the
little head from its pillow.

"Kill me, Betsy! Would to God you
could ; but let me kiss the place where I
struck her. Oh, my little Beth ; oh, my
baby, my beautiful pitcher-plant- ; God,
palsy the hand that struck you ! Where
did I hit her, Betsy? Show me the
place quick that I may wash it out with
my tears. Oh, how it hurt. See how
black it is. Oh, Betsy, it will stay there
forever if you do not help me to wash it
out. My God! Forever, forever!"

Oh the beautiful spirit of forgiveness
that God has put into the heart of wo- -

man ! The sight of her wretched and
penitent husband's terrible grief and de-

spair was more than the true wife could
bear, and with one great sob she threw
herself in his arm3, crying out "I will
help you to wash it out, Steve. God help
us both I"

The sight was too sacred for mortal
eves to. behold, and there, kneeling be- -r...at .l i 1

side the dead baby, with arms cuspea
around each other, and the beautiful
Christmas stars shining down ou them as
thev shone on the shepherds, when the
angels sang "peace on earth, good wilt to
man, I left them alone together.

A chads humble funeral procession
wound

.
its

.
way through the .village

i . . i
streets

on tJhristmas evening, a nine grave,
with a marble slab at its head, bearing
the inscription : "Baby Beth, 1 year
and 5 months old" is always kept green
and beautiful with flowers in the village
graveyard.

A pretty new bouse has sprung up in
place of the log cabin new children
dance over its floors, peep out of its win-

dows, and call a happy woman mother,
and of the master of the new house and
the father of the new children it is always
said "Steve is a good man and a hard
worker," bat never a "hard drinker" any
more.

Ah, little Beth, beautiful little pitcher- -

plant, you poured the Christmas gift of
love and repentance into your fathers
bosom on the night that the angels carried
you away from earth as a Christmas gift
to nnsfc m Dcftvtu i

To Restore Alpaca and Meriso.
If Rustic will brush her alpaca perfectly
clean and free from dust, then sponge the
right side with clear cold cofzee which has
been strained through a piece of black
calico or muslin, (a bit of black muslin is
better than a sponge to dampen with,)
and iron with a hot iron immediately on
the wrong side, it wui " loos good as
new." Lillie can restore black merino
by the same process. To save time I do
not rip dresses to be made over, but cut
close to the seams in skirts and overskirts,
leaving the lining whole, unless desired
otherwise.

, Browh says he's been so often deceived
by the chicken at his boarding bouse
that he now ealls it the mocking bird.

"Jilt!. HUtl nELU"
Trulli Nlraasrr Thiia

Who Can Solvk the Misteky of thellirirss Yofso Woman Who was well
Ebi'CATKi Hkarkd im the Lap ok Li'X-C;:- y

And 1'ckikd in tukI'ottkk's Fikxn.

U Slorr or Rral I.iTe aad Ii
Waralag !

New Ytn k World, December 14.
Meniiou his been made of the sudden

death, at a Mucdougall street boarding-hous- e
1 is-- t Mond v evening, of a young wo-

man bo according to the testimony of
those who knew ber at the Ut. had evi
dently been educated to a degree lar be-
yond ihe common, and w hose youth seemed
to nave been spent in luxury and refine
inent. She died penniless, and, tit less the
oodv is reclaimed to-da- y irom Ihe Morgue
will be buried in the Potter's Field.

Her death occurred soon after child birth,
and seems to have been the result of a reck-
lessness born, nerbans. of her haoless situa
tion, bat liuU been liviuir under the assumed
name of Mrs. Mary Bell, but gave her real
name and tbe address ol her lather only a
tew nours oeiore sne nieu. reouestinsr the
pnysician wn attended her, Dr. Thomas S
baston, to telegraph immediatelv to the ad
dress in case aiithinr serious baoneiud to
her. A nis wa- - done Tuesday morning, but
as yet no response has been received. The
lather Is said to be a wealth gentleman of
jew jrieaus me ueau woman s Husband
auoiner wen-Know- n resident ot tne same
city, bhe was not more than twenty-eig- ht

years oi sez said sue nad Dten educated
abroad, aud certalnlv spoke several lan-
guages; was proficient in music un I a flu
ent conversationalist. Five weeks leiore
ber death she engaged board of Mrs. Holly,
at No 134 Macdougall street, a rept'erenta- -
tive nouse in that locality. A week asro last
Tuesday her child, a little girl, was born.
and Monday evening:, between 9 and 10
o 'clock, the mother died. i

or some time past." said Dr. Eakton
yesterday, Ihave been identified with a
female infirmary in West Twenty-fift- h

street. 1 have been advertising the nlace to
make ic better known. Here is the first let
ter I got from Mrs. Bell. Ir has no date, but
1 received it on the 4th of "November. That.
I believe, was a Sunday

Confidential.
Mil Tiiomas S. Easton :

Dkak Sik: Excuse my addressing vou in
this way, but I presume you are aware of
our being compelled to act against our will
sometimes and to do things most revolting
to i ur finer feelings through unavoidable
circumstances. But enough of all this, and
let me come to the point at once. Can vou
call on me at your earliest convenience' I
uiu t have a private talk over mutters with
you in regard to ray confinement, which I
expect to take place in January. I would
like to know a little more of the female in
firmary, of 144 West Trii'y-!itl- h street
under your supervisior, ks 1 snv in' last
Sunday's Herald. If nothing Ne prevents
you can I expert vou either Sunday or
Monday evening? y

Mns. M. Bell,
13t Macdougal St., cor. West Third St.

This note was written with a jrood. firm
steady hand, but the words weid so run to-
gether as to show that they were written in
haste.

1 called on her," continued Dr. E iston.
'in due tim", and found he to be one of the

mo?t attractive wjiuen 1 have ever seen, so
far asar pearances go. llt--r large eves, that
were full of expres-io- n, were not rcatlvhlack
but very dark. Her hair reached almost
to her knees, for the d ly that 1 saw her it
was unbound. W hen you looked at her she
did not strike you as being a pretty woman,
nut her manner was charming. She had a
peculiar lausrh, and when this laugh came it
was like a burst t--l sunshine froin behind
the clouds.

" She told me something of her nersonal
history, but most of it ws confidential.
The rest I will give you as she give It to
me. Here is the last note 1 got Iroin her.
It was just before she confined. The note.

I app-.-ars- , was written in the mornintr.
while the woman was evidently gutt'eriu?
greatly. It was not delivered, however,
till 10 o'clock at night, when a servant girl
brought it to me."

The tirst hues of the uote wy wj;iten
became more steady af'er the beginning.
The note was iu regard to her condition,
and begging the physician to call at once
upon her.

"The child, though premature," said Dr.
Easton, " proved to be a fine healthy girl,
and w as given over to Mr. Kellock, Super-
intendent of the Out-Do- or Poor, wh has
taken good care of it. After the mother's
confinement puerperal mania ensued. The
second lime I called on her I rapped at the
door, ami she said, 'Come in, doctor.' I
thought by the sound that some one besides
her.-e- ll was in the room, and so I was slow'
to enter. When I went in, however, there
was no one with her. I felt her
pulse, and as I did so she pulled back
her arm and said, 'Why. doctor, you
are breaking my bones.' Then she said,
'See, you have broken my arm.' By
her own confession she had just taken a
cold bath. I said, 'My God, woman, you
will kill yourself.' I left my son there thatnight to watch her. He began about 9
o'clock and 6tayed till morning. Mrs. Hol-
ly was very kind indeed, and her brother
too. They were willing to do all they
could to help and comfort her. The next
night I left my boy in the house again, and
when I went to the plaee the next morning
I found the woman dead.

I cannot betray her family, and I will
only tell you what she told me without re-
serve. She said that she came to this city
in tne latter part oi is?e accompanied by a
confidential maid --servant. First, she said
she stopped at the Metropolitan Hotel, but
afterwards she denied that and lelt m in
doubt as to where she did live. At the ho-
tel she met a man who paid her attention,
and afterwards succeeded iu betraying her.
iier stay in JNew lork being longer than
she had expected she sent home for S500 and
got it. W lien this had been spent by her-
self and her paramour she sent for more,
buc did not get it. After this she pawned
her clothing, and finally had only two
changes of attire left. Then the man desert-
ed her.

The last night before she died she lump
ed up in bed just as I was leaving, and, ask
ing for pencil and paper, ery hastily wrote
this add res?, and told me to telegraph to her
father if anything should happen to her."

xne doctor snowed tne name and address
of the lady's father, in confidence.

1 telegraphed as soon as she was dead.
he continued, "but as yet I have not had an
answer. The authorities have promised
that in case her body is burled without be
ing claimed by friends the spot shali be
marked, so that it can be reclaimed at any
time."

Dr. Easton understands from what she
told him that his patient had been compell
ed dv ner latner, about two years ago, to
marry, against her will, a man about sixty
years of age, and one child was borj to
tbera. The marriage from the first was an
unhappy one. She became very melan
choly, and was sent to this city, in the hope
that her mind be distracted and that she
would return recovered. During her mania
Mrs. Bell would break out in burstsof song,
showing thorough familiarity with opera
tic, music accompanying berseirat the time
upon an imaginary piano. When first ap-
plied to Dr. Easton told her that his fee
would be $50. He finally charged $25, $20
of which was paid him by Mrs. Holly, and
the remaining $5 Mrs. Bell paid herself.
He did not know where the woman got the
money.

" Mrs. Bell was one of the finest ladies I
ever met," said Mrs. Holly. She oever for-
got herself, like a great many women do,
bnt always behaved right at least so far as
I could see. I believe that two or three
ladiea called to see her while sho was sick,
and a Spanish gentleman called on ber.
She was splendidly educated and she gave
lessons in tne languages. I he Spanish, gen-
tleman was taking lessons in French. Mrs.
Bell and this gentleman corresponded in
French, and the Spaniard came to have
Mrs. Bell correct his writing. She sang in
a way I never heard before. I didn't want
to have her come here in the first place, for
I could see ber condition ; but she said she
was croinz to another place at the last
Then she seemed to be such a lady that I
trusted her in everything. When the time
wa plainly come I decided that ahe must
leave and go the hospital. Mf boarders
threatened to leave me if she staid in the
house, and thev would have done so. When
I found that she was beyond bope I said
that she mast be taken away, as I didn't
want her to die here under such circum-
stances."

When asked whether Mrs. Bell did not
really die in ber boose, Mrs. Holly said.
" Oh. no: she was taken away to the ho pi
til" but according to Dr. Easton she lay
dead about twelve hours in Mrs. Holly's
house, and was then taken away to tne alor
true in tbe dead wagon.

Yesterdar afternoon tbe body was eofiln
ed at Bellevue Hospital and prepared for- -
burial io tne rotter s f ieiu.

For Th k Clarion--.

SOXU OF THE XOKTH WISD.

I come from the desolafe region,
"Xeath the track of the wheeling bear,

Wirere thj iee bergs, numbering legions,
Groan like demons in despair;

As they clash midst the darksome alleys,
The yawning cliffs between,

W hilst the Aurora Borealis
Sheds its weird light o'er the scene.

I've swept o'er the glaciers, creeping
Slowly seaward to their graves,

And the ice-mail- ed islands, keeping
Silent watch amidst Ihe waves;

Ti.ei I rushed, my strength outporing,
0 er the snows of Labrador,

Whilst I hurled the billows, roaring,
'Gainst the rocks and trembling shore.

All the starry hosts ot heaven.
And the moon and blessed sun,

With my cloud flag, torn and riven,
1 blot out every one;

And the lakes and brooks aud rivers
At my touch grow still and dumb,

And the forest moans and shivers.
As with terror, when I come.

From the ragged clouds I'm driving,
I shake the snow and sleet,

Till the flowers, no longer living,
Lie all buried at my feet;

Wheu the birds I've hushed or banished,
And the earth is made the tomb

Of the beautiful forms that vanished
When I came with death and gloom.

J. K. .

CHERUBS IN ARMS.

INCIDENTS OF THE GREAT NEW YORK
BABY SHOW.

Triplets and Twins and Single Infant
PhenomenaAn Interesting Sight.

New York Sun of November 28.
Mr. and Mrs. Finkelstone arrived late at

the baby show in Midget Hall yesterday
mornijig. They were eagerly looked tor by
Ihe managers. In their coach were Sarah,
Rebecca, and Leah, whose combined birth
was proerly chronicled in the Sun live
weeks ajro. They are very little yet. Leah,
the youngest, favors her father. She has
thick, black hair, but her face is not so large
as the palm of the hand of a small-siz- ed

belle. All day she made contemptuous laces
from htr woolen wrapper at the admiring
visitors. Sarah and Rebecca are better
feeders, and look out upon the world in a
kindlier way. Mr. Finkelstone, who is a
poor man, gets $10 a day for his and his
wife's loss of time.

Opposite these triplets, at the east end of
the hall, sit Mr. and Mrs. lirutumer, of
El j betli, N. J-- , behind a large basket wa-
gon, which, however, is too small to contain
it? struggling load. This consists of Emma,
Ellen, Frances, and Sarah Brummer. These
three girls will be fourteen months old on
tht Cth of December. They are all perfectly
formed, mischievous infants, that can bedis-tiNguishe- d

one from another only by the
colors of the broad sashes about their waists.
Their mother claims as one point of excel-
lence that they are not too fat and not too
lean. Ellen Frances shows best when she
is smiling, but Emma and Sarah when thev
are asleep. The father is a German, and the
mother of German and Irish parentage.
They are the favorite triplets now for beau
ty, but other triplets are expected to-da-

There are several pairs of twins, all
cherubs, and each pair is receiving a great
many votes for the prize for this class of ex-
hibits.

The prevailing style in dress is white
suisse dress; blue or pink sash, and cherry- -

-- "J l"n aruiieis. mefattest baby yesterday was ti. ins name
Johnnie. He lays in a broad carriage,
dreamily looking at the American flags that
fet"On the ceiling, while the largest men in
the r.Mjm strive in vain to clasp their hands
around us ankles. The only man who
could do so yesterday was Folice Captain
Williams, who is over six ieet in stature. It
never tries.

The mothers have very indefinite notions
as to why their babies should take the prizes.
The mother of lifty-fou- r specially claims
wonderlul eyes aud a lovely chest. This
child has a very deep mouth. It had man-
aged to swallow two-third- s of a new lead
pencil before the property could be recov
ered. Next it grabbed for the reporter's
note book, which was norrowly rescued. Its
name is Joseph. The mother of one hun
dred and tifty-si- x says she won't call the
child handsome because visitors can see tor
themselves; it is not her way to boast, but
the child is unusually smart on its Ieet and
healthy. Geoi jre is seven months old.
Toe claim made lor it is its wonderful ap
petite. There seems to be a world of prom-
ise in it. It can put its whole list in its
mouth without shutting its eyes. Richard
and Emily, twins are num-
bered 55.' Richard is a brunetre and Emily
a blonde. It is claimed tor them that they
are remarkably peaceable. Under circum-
stances that would draw yells from other
babes they only wink bard.

The mother of 156 is popular among im-

partial visitors as a candidate for the prize
lor the most beautWil mother. Her boy
Charlie is entered lor the prize for
olds. He is a brown-haire- d Charlie Ross,
who carries his ringlets tucked up under a
black velvet hat.

At about 9 :30 o'clock Gen. Mite and Min-
nie Obom, the Midgeta, who had been ou ex-

hibition in the tirst story, walked up to see
tbe babies, many of whom would nave beeu
trouble-om- e customers for the General to
encounter in a rough-and-tumb- le contest.
Miss Minnie wa? greatly pleased, but Gen.
Mite wore a look of contempt tor his rivals
who were enjoying a season of ptihlie admi-
ration that he probably, felt was equally
brif and accidental.

Every mother Is required to be seated in
her assigned place on the platlonn which
extends around the room, and to keep her
baby or babies with her, but as nearly every
one appears with an extra babe, not entered
for prizes, the floor is lull of uncontrolled
and uncontrollable infants. The favorite at-

titude of thrse, w hen not toppling about on
their feet looking up into the laces of visi-
tors in vain search for their fathers, are on
their backs with their feet in the air. The
mothers are allowed a cup of coffee each,
twice a day, together with a sandwich and a
piece of pie, o' two sandwiches without the
pie. The German mothers generally choose
the two sand witches ; the American mothers
invariably take the pie.

Aunt ''Lisa Win the Good Fight

Missouri Brunswicker.
" Doctor, is I got to go V
" Aunt 'Liza, there is no hope for you."
" Bres de Great Master for his Good-

ness. , Ise ready."
The doctor gave a few directions to the

colored women that sat around 'Liza's
bed, and started to leave, when he was
recalled by the old woman, who was drift-
ing out with the tide.

"Marse John, stay wid me till it's
ober. I wants to talk ob de old times.
I knowed you when a boy, long 'fore you
went and been a doctor. I called you
Marse John den ; I call you the same
now. Take yo' ole mammy's hand, hon-
ey, and hold it. Ise lived a long, long,
time. Ole marster and ole missus bab
gone before, and de chillun from de ole
place is scattered jober de world. I'd 1 ike
to see 'em 'fore I start on de journey to-

night. My ole man's gone and all de
eli ill un I nussed at this breast has gone
too. Deys waitin' for dere pa udder on
the golden shore. I bress de Lord, Marse
John, for takin' me to meet em dar. Ise
fought de good fight and Ise not afraid
to meet de Saviour. No mo' wo'k for
poor old mammy, no mo' trials and tribu
lations hold my hand tighter Marse
John fodder, mudder marster mis
sus chillun Ise twine home."

The soul while pluming its wings for
its flight to the Great Beyond, rested on
the dusky face of the sleeper, and the
watchers, with bowed heads wept silently.
i)uo was aead.

BY PEARL RIVERS.

I scarcely know how to tell you about
it. It is such a sad little story for Christ-
mas Eve, this blessed season, when we all
try so bravely to hide our tears for the
dead under our smiles for the living; and
to be glad and merry with the children.

But it was on this dav. many years
ago, that little Beth died, and the mem-
ory of the baby girl twines itself among
the ivy and holly that wreathe my other
Christmas memories so closely that if I
should untwine the tender little vine, the
whole beautiful shining garland would fall
to pieces, md berry and tear be lost.

Ah ! to how many of us would the
walls of our life be bare of Christmas
pictures if the sweet face of a little child
tlid not smile down on us under its wreath
of Chistmas ivvs ! And vet little Beth
wa3 no more to me than every soft, fair
faced dimpled baby that will coo and
cuddle up to our bosoms is to every
motherly, affectionate girl; and the
mother of little Beth was only the wife
of one of myfather's raftsmen, a plain
piny-wood- s woman with no grace or ac
complishment beyond keeping a tidy
house, cooking a good meal for Steve
when he came off the logs, and lovin
baby Beth with that unselfish love that
makes every true mother a beautiful
woman iu the holiest sense ot the word.

Steve was a hard man as the word goes
among men. A. hard worker, a hard
fighter, a hard husband, and alas for the
mother of little Beth, a hard drinker too,
attunes. But he loved his baby, aud
although he was often cross and surly,
and sometimes brutally abusive to his
patient wife, he was never too drunk to
fondle the little girl.

'Beth is my Jittle pitcher-plan- t and
she holJs all the joy of my life," he said
to me one day as he tossed the child over
his head, caught her in his long arms and
pressed his lips to her mouth as though
he would drink her up in one big gulp.
But the child did not return his love.
She was a delicate, timid little thing, and
the father's rough ways and loud voice
frightened her, and she would scream as
if iu pain and reach out her pretty arms
to her mother or me with a look of terror
in her blue eyes that would have broken
the heart of any other father; but Steve
did not seem to mind it.

"You women folks have spoilt her," he
would say as he handed her over to us
with a patient smile," "but never mind,
she will lo7e me better when she gets big
enough to help me float the rafts.

Ah! little Beth, was your fear of the
hard, rough hand prophetic "

It was Christmas Ii.ve, aud how happy
I was ! My heart was as merry as a
cricket and lighter than the thistledown.
Christmas gifts for each one of the happy
household were hid away under lock and
key, and among them a dainty dress aud
two little white kuilted stockings for my
baby Beth.

But little Beth was sick; had been sick
all the week before, and I had made
many visits between my Christmas plans
for amusement to the little sufferer and
ler lonely mother.

Steve was busy on the logs, tor the
river was very high that week, and twice
the heavy ratts that came rushing down
with the roaring current had snapped the
big log-chai- of the boom below the
mills and gone plunging to the lake.
Cool heads and strong hands were needed
LJlgllb O ilW .III J , auu UCVCl 1

Steve so well deserved the name of "hard
worker."

"Girls," 6aid my father at the supper
table that night, glancing at me over his
cup ot tea, "this has been a nam aay
with the log-men- , but the rafts have been
made secure for the night, and Steve
went home an hour aeo drunker than I
have ever seen him. Perhaps some of
you had better run over and lcok after his
wife."

There was to be music and a dance in
the parlor after supper merry . games
with the children, and love-makin- g with
a handsome cousin over the glowing em-

bers of the big wood fire after the guests
had crone and the children " were in bed
dreaming of Santa Claus. But love for
little Beth was stronger than love for the
"handsome cousin," and in le.--s than ten
minutes time I stood knocking at the
door of Steve's humble house. My
knock was auswered by a taint "come
in," that sounded more like a sob than a
woman's voice. I opened the door and
there before the fire sat the poor mother
with her pale face bowed over the paler
face of the baby on her lap.

One glance at the child, one touch on
its little cold cheek, told me, young as I
was, what the tenderest and most skillful
mother is so slow to know told me that
little Beth was dying.

"Where's Steve ?" I asked, throwing
aside my shawl and beginning to chafe
the little waxen hands.

"Hush ! hush !" whispered the woman,
raising her eyes to mine with a look of
mingled anger and terror ; "he is in
there," pointing to the adjoining room,
"dead druuk and fast asleep. Don't
waxe him, for God's sake."

"But little Beth is dying, Betsy, and
Steve must be called," I answered.

"Dying! Oh, Miss Pearl, dou't tell
me that my baby is dying. She is all I
have in the world to love me. Dying,
my baby dying ! My God ! and he
struck her with his fist struck her there
on her pretty white cheek. Oh, my baby,
my poor liitle murdered baby." -

fiou are beside yourself, Betsy; steve
would never strike his own child, and he
most be called. The child

She stopped me with a look that I had
never seen in a woman's eyes before, and
I pray God I may never sec again.

"If he touches my baby again I will
kill him if I have to cut his throat while
he is 'sleep !"

"Betsy!"
"Yes, kill him, dead, dead, dead, as

dead he lies drunk in that bed."
"Betsy I"
"Don't look at me in that soft way,

Miss Pearl, dou't tell we what you always
do, that he is my husband and I must for-

give him. My husband! Great God,
and he has killed his own child. My
baby ! my baby ! oh, my poor little mur-
dered baby !"

The terrible eyes softened, drooped,
and with a gush of tears fell on the face
of the dying child, and clasping it to her
bosom and pausiug between her words
now and then to kiss and caress the little
cheek that bore the mark of the father's
cruelty, the poor woman told me the
whole terrible story.

It seems that one of the raftsmen with
whom Steve had been drinking had
taunted him during the day with his well-know- n

cruelty to his wife; had called him
a "wife-beater,- " aad added that even his
baby did not love him and was afraid of
him there had been a fight on the river
bank in which Steve was worsted, and he
came home, as the woman said with
"murder in bis eyes and asked her to
give him the baby so that he might put
her to sleep. The child must have been
dying then, but she turned her little head
away with a fretful cry and buried ' her
face in her mother's bosom. .

"Curse the brat!" muttered the brutal


